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peror has sent me to you. He ordered me to tell you this:
'Let him write to me as a son would write to his spiritual
father.'"
And Bakunin, the professional nihilist, the negator of all
traditions, the apostle of universal destruction, bowed to the
sovereign's will and wrote his confession in which we read:
"Yes, Sire, I will confess to you as to a spiritual father, of
whom man expects his absolution not here, but in another
world. I pray to God that He inspire me with simple and
sincere words, without malice and without flattery, worthy
of finding their way to Your Majesty's heart." Thus, shame
had no place in the relations between the czar and his sub-
jects.
On the original of Dostoevsky's request, Prince Dolgo-
ruky wrote the following sentence in his own hand: "The
emperor's order is: concerning Pavel Isaev, put him in touch
with the proper authorities. As for Dostoevsky, his request
has been granted."
But not until November 25, 1859, was the governor of
Tver officially advised of the emperor's resolution. What a
long delay! It is more terrible to mark time at the threshold
of paradise than to be thrown into hell.
"We shall speak about the past," Dostoevsky wrote to
Wrangel, "about the period when it was so good to be alive,
about Siberia, which has become so dear to me now that I
have left it."
To endure this distance from, or rather this proximity to,
happiness, Feodor Mikhailovich would have needed to find
some comfort in his wife. But Maria Dmitrievna was ill, and
her illness only emphasized her acrid, capricious and jealous
disposition. She had never loved Dostoevsky, she had mar-
ried him in a moment of romantic exaltation and she could